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PASTORAL 


EÞ Andbluſhesnot todwellinwoodsand plains; 
(24 b& She ſeeks the vocal groves, and peaceful 


ſtreams, 


And ſings along the banks of winding Thames. 


IN ripen'd numbers, and in nobler lays, . 
Inſpir'd I'll ſing my much-lov'd STaNnnore's praiſe : 
The muſe's friend, the patriot I'll rehearſe, 
And all his virtues ſhall adorn my verſe. 
B "I was 
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'Twas ſummer, and ſerenely ſhone the day, 
Two homely ſhepherds, as the ſeaſon gay, 


All in a ſilent vale at eaſe were laid, 


Where twining branches form'd a pleaſing ſhade ; 


Whilſt a ſtream glided from the mountain's fide. 


THENOT began, and THOMALIN reply'd. 
THENOT. 


Sex, how the face of nature ſmiles around! 


See, flow'rs of various hues bedeck the ground ! 


While on the hills our flocks ſecurely ſtray, 
Let's try our pipes, and ſing a rural lay. 
THOMALIN. 
BEGIN : thy ſoothing ſongs ſubdue the ear; 


The God of ſwains himſelf thy verſe might hear. 


At leiſure thou, bleſt ſhepherd, by thy kill, 
With Lucy's name the echoing grove canſt fill: 
Of Lucy be thy ſong ; the grateful ſound, 


'The ſtreams and woodlands ſhall re-murmur round. 


THENOT. 


SMALL art to ſing has THE NOT, (gentle ſwain) 


Her peerleſs beauties in his humble ſtrain; 
Yet, with her name, I'll grace my rural ſong, 


For Lucy dwells for ever on my tongue. 


Tho 
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THo' ev'ry ſwain contends whoſe pipe outvies 
In ſweetneſs, yet to me She gives the prize : 
My pipe, if ſhe approve, with proud diſdain 
I ſee the envy of the ruſtic ſwain. 


I firſt on her employ'd my homely lays, 
And ſpread, thro' neighb'ring towns, my Lucy's praiſe; 
On ev'ry tree engrav'd the fair one's name: 
And, in each ſhade, proclaim'd my growing flame. 


How ſweet with her to paſs the ſmiling ſpring ! 
To hear the lark in air ſuſpended ling ! 


And talk Wtiſing morn to ebbing day! 
For with my Lucy ev'ry month was May. 


I cropt the vrlets blue, and roſes fair, 
To make a garland for my Lucy's hair: 
Each fragant flow'r ſeem'd lovelier on her head, 
Than when it bloſſom'd in its native bed. 


ALL on the margin of a cryltal flood, 


One ſun-ſhine day my beauteous Lucy ſtood : 
I faw 


WE 


I ſaw, believe me ſwain, my fair undreſt; 
But faithful lovers never tell the reſt. 


WHEN, for a while, ſhe from the plains withdrew, 
Adieu, ſhe fondly ſaid, my ſwain, adieu! 
And now ſhe's gone, 'tis winter to the ſwains, 
Huſh'd is the muſic of the groves and plains : 
But when ſhe comes, the ſwains forget to mourn, 


And linnets ſweetlier ſing at her return. 


An! why, my Lucy, this unkind delay ? 
What pleaſures can be worth my fair- one's ſtay ? FT 
With me o'er hills and dales purſue the hare, 


And with thy crook attend the fleecy Mee. 
We'll ſeek the murm'ring ſtream and painted mead, 


And go where love our wand'ring ſteps ſhall lead. ' | 


On! quickly come, we'll waſte the ſultry hours 
Near cooling fountains, and in mofly bow'rs : 

By moon-light revel o'er the circled green, 
Where fairy elves in bright array are ſeen. 


CoME 
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Co view the labours of the waxen bee, 
Who culls the ſweets of ev'ry flow'r for thee : 
In ſwelling cluſters hangs my bending vine ; 
And all my ſtore of ruddy fruit is thine. 


Ou! how I long with thee to paſs the day, 
While the ſhort hours unheeded glide away ! 
For Lucy's preſence more her ſhepherd loves, 
Than thyme the bees, or nightingales the groves. 


CEAsE, THENOT, of the fair one to complain; 

To-morrow Lucy will return again; 
THOMALIN. 

How great thy praiſes, who canſt fing fo well! 
Thy tuneful numbers CoLin's lays excell ; 
No more ſhall he delight the rural throng ; 
They pleas'd will hear the muſic of thy ſong ; 
And thou unrivall'd in thy {kill ſhalt live. 
But ſee, their flocks the ſhepherds homeward drive; 
Let's leave the ſhade, for dewy damps ariſe, 
And the ſun haſtens to the weſtern ſkies. 
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